“The Ranting of a Psychologically Scarred Red Sox Fan”
By Ernie Sarro 

(Rev. 09/24/04)
Anyone who knows me well is aware that the “bulge” in my pants is not the subject of female adoration or male envy. It is in fact an over stuffed “George Costanza” like wallet. While cleaning it out this spring, I found an interesting piece of memorabilia sandwiched between an expired Blockbusters “two for one” coupon and a dental visit reminder from last century. It was a ticket stub from a May 20, 1999 Red Sox/Yankees match up at Fenway Park. It was their first encounter of the young season and the fact that the Sox were only one game behind them in the standings, sent the usual tremors of World Series talk throughout New England. Being a student of baseball, I’m well versed in Red Sox history. One would think that images of Bill Buckner looking through his bowed legs and Carl Yastrzemski’s disbelieving stare up the “Green Monster” at Bucky Dent’s fly ball that never did come down would temper my enthusiasm so early in the campaign. But you must keep in mind; we Red Sox fans are in fact “cursed” and are not responsible for these delusions.

Two days before the game, our company came up with several bleacher seats for our Boston office. However, since our company is based in Albany NY, we had to suffer the indignity of sharing them with employees from New York City that were in Boston on a sales conference. There is further history to this New York connection that must be told. When our companies merged in 1997, a New York based executive thought a knowledgeable baseball fan like me would appreciate a genuine 1996 Yankee World Series shirt. Now I don’t want to appear ungrateful or bitter, for I’m sure that this avid Yankee fan sincerely believed that anyone who loved baseball as I did would certainly cherish an opportunity to possess such a prize. In fact, I really didn’t need another reminder of his team’s relentless stranglehold on our nation’s past-time. Furthermore, that shirt brought back memories of the 1996 American League Conference Series that was robbed from Baltimore by an ill bred 12 year old named Jeff Maier who became a New York “Buttafuco-type” cult hero, complete with an appearance on Letterman. Little Jeffrey was immortalized for illegally obstructing the play on the field by reaching over and turning a likely out into a home run that decided the game for the Yankees. This incident gives one a sickening peak into the psyche of a town that would trade Mother’s Day for a post-season win. Nonetheless, it was a gift given in good faith, so burning it was clearly out of the question. I then went home, crammed it into an unmarked brown paper bag, and deposited it on the floor of my junk closet.

Two years later, priding myself as somewhat of an opportunist, I now viewed this chance meeting of Red Sox loyalty and Yankee arrogance as a means to finally dump that albatross without a hair taken off my Karma. A gift! Yes, I would be the bearer of a precious gift to our New York co-workers. Like throwing slop to hogs, I would finally be rid of such unsavory swill while the unwitting recipients suck it up like fillet mignon.

Being a veteran bleacher rat, I came prepared. My double plastic Stop and Shop bag was filled with essentials: radio, binoculars, windbreaker, rain hat, paper towels, pencils, contraband peanuts, paper plane origami, etc. Living in East Boston at the time, I took the “T” into Boston. We were to meet at an upscale tavern in Kenmore Square. Not knowing where it was (or subconsciously not wanting to spend anymore time than I had to with the intruders), I wandered around the park to Jersey Street and stumbled upon a friendly looking pub with wide-open entrances and two-dollar beers on game night. In I went. I bellied up to a crowded bar and before I could get the attention of the bartender, a huge hand connected to a very large arm spun be around towards him. “Are you one of those Yankee fans!” said the man with the 18-inch biceps and liquor scented breath. “No way” I quickly answered while proudly pointing to my unmarked but clearly “red” tank top. He didn’t look very convinced, but ordered me a “Jell-O shot” and told me to sit down beside him and two friends to maintain solidarity against the stream of Yankee fans that patronize that pub when “America’s Team” is in town. 

As it turned out, Jim was a pretty responsible guy during the day, supervising a drug rehab program for problem teenagers at a local hospital. However, he liked to blow off steam by pumping iron and sucking down Jell-O shots on game nights with his pals from Dorchester and South Boston. He especially took pleasure in verbally harassing Yankee fans, no matter how many there were (I lost count after 15 when my third unsolicited refreshment jiggled in front of me). The bartender, sensing my unease, leaned over and assured me that Jim (like a big barking dog, I guess) is “usually” harmless. I never feel comfortable when the word “harmless” is qualified in any way. I didn’t like the pickle I was in. I could side with my new “friends” and deal with the “Sopranos” look-a-likes that were now glaring at me from across the room or show any sign of disloyalty to my bar mates, and have the words “Yankee Lover” carved into by forehead.  While I was scanning the establishment for a quick exit, a sequence of coincidental events occurred that was so ill-fated, I feel my position in the cosmos has been permanently altered. I can now tell you with complete confidence that not only an asteroid will strike this planet in my lifetime, but it will also land directly on my head.

I originally came to the bar to have my usual limit of two drafties. Enough to supply a good buzz for the game and save me a few bucks. After five shots of orange flavored rocket fuel, the frustration of 45 baseball years living under Yankee dominance came to an inglorious head. “Yankees Suck!” said a voice that sounded frightfully familiar. Just when I was about to convince myself I could never have uttered those words or in the very least, they certainly would have been drowned out by the war cries of much rowdier patrons, “Gentleman Jim” leaped from his stool and hugged me as if to finally acknowledge me as a true Yankee-hating Red Sox lunatic, while he and his friends loudly reverberated the unholy chant. Immediately, choruses of “Red Sox Suck” began ringing from the other side of the bar. At the very height of this primitive-like bonding ritual, a man of good intentions, whose face I will never forget, began tapping me on the shoulder repeating something about my “nice shirt getting dirty”. Apparently, when Jim jumped up, he knocked over by bag of ballgame necessities, and the 1996 Yankee World Series shirt that I had folded neatly under my windbreaker was now spread out on the floor in full display. Before I had a chance to stuff it back in my bag, Jim had swooped down, picked it up, and held it up to the crowd yelling, “He’s an (expletive deleted) Yankee lover!!” The Yankee fans went crazy, laughing like hyenas. I had visions of running wild thru throngs of Red Sox fans as they beat me mercilessly to the jeers of drunken New Yorkers. I had only milliseconds to come up with the right response or I’d be crushed like old bleacher peanut shells. Before Jim had a chance to gain any more momentum, I pulled the shirt out of his hands and yelled just as loudly as he had, “You can stick your big arms up your “bleep” butt. I’m a “bleep” Red Sox fan and I’m giving this shirt to New York people I work with.” 

Fully aware of what I had said and now scared sober, I held my breath and waited for what seems like an eternity for Jim’s response. If there was noise in the room, I didn’t hear it nor did I see anything but Jim’s face as it proceeded to twist and contort while he pondered my fate. He could have bounced my head off the bar stools like bongos; or he could have simply punched me in the jaw (I had it planned to fake a knock-out if he didn’t connect well). As it turned out, those possibilities would have been more merciful than what happened. Instead, with a disgusted voice, he proclaimed to everyone that I was just a “fair weather fan” and belonged over with the Yankee crowd.  Then Jim and his friends all moved away from me. I proceeded to pick up my bag and slink from the bar in disgrace.

I walked over to the ballpark and met the guys from the office, who were already in full form. I immediately gave the jinxed souvenir to the company’s designated Yankee fanatic, Mark Marco (What a name! I can vision him juggling in Times Square for spare change.) He laughed loudly at the problems the shirt caused me as I secretly wished him 10 years bad luck. Then in a predictable expression of ingratitude, he fliped the shirt down the row to a giddy Yankee groupie named Mary Ellen “Sipowitz” or something. Since she was balancing two beers at the time, it fittingly fell to the ground in a pile of bleacher crud. Well at least I was finally rid of that luckless relic. 

If the events in that bar weren’t enough insult for one night, the Yankees came back to beat us in the late innings and my New York friends went wild. On most nights, I could count on angry surrounding Red Sox fans to beat down such unsightly celebration. But instead, I was subjected to watching that Marco guy high-five scores of ungrateful B.U. students. You see these New York transplants come to Boston to suck up a decent education and return home to get rich. Did I just say that?! I must apologize. I really am better than that. You see, 45 years ago, when my father took me to my first Red Sox game, it was against the Yankees. Boston had taken an early lead and …..
